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Saturday, 8 June
A pouring wet morning. Nevertheless my Father and I started
in the rain for the Vale of Arrow, he riding the Vicarage pony
sheltered by two mackintoshes and an umbrella and I on foot with
an umbrella only. We plodded on doggedly through the wet for
6 miles, casting wistful glances at all the quarters of the heavens to
catch any gleam of hope. Hope however there seemed to be none.
The rain fell pitilessly. The Harbour below us in the Vale of Arrow
was a welcome sight, a haven of refuge.
In spite of the wild weather on the open mountain we could not
help noticing the beautiful effect produced upon the steep slopes by
the vast sheets of brilliantly green young fern spreading amongst
the old black heather. The mountain ashes were still in full blossom
in the Fuallt fold and the meadows round the old farm house and the
graceful trees were covered with the bunches of white bloom.
We reached the Harbour more like drowned rats than clergymen
of the Established Church.
The boy took the pony to the stable and Mrs. Jones came to the
door. And now here is a fine specimen of Radnorshire manners.
She was in her working dress and in the midst of her Saturday
cleaning but quite unconscious of herself and her dress she simply
and naturally came forward at once and welcomed us to the Harbour
with her grand courteous manner as if she had been a queen in dis-
guise or in full purple and ermine. Then at the time when the work
was done the mistress of the house took her place at the head of her
table with all the natural grace and simple quiet dignity of a woman
in the best society. Mrs. Irvine came down and Watkeys Jones, the
master of the house, appeared like a wounded soldier with his head
bound up in a red handkerchief. The good people were most kind
to us, providing us with dry coats, hats and leggings and hot brandy
and water and when the rain had a little abated we went down to
the little river to fish under the guidance of the mastei of the house.
The stream was too muddy foi the fly and too clear for the worm;
But the water was rising fast. We crossed a swampy meadow to
the Glasnant above the meeting of the waters, a little stream flowing
swiftly under alders. Then we followed the Glasnant down to its
meeting with the Arrow. Some willows grew here and there was
a likely hole with deep smooth still water under a bush sheltered by
a sudden curve in the bank. Out came two trout. From the next

